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OUT OF THE RACE.

(Photo by Harris-Ewing.)
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ftr-n minutes to steady yourself,” he re-

marked. “Your nose is red.”

It don't matter out here on the rocks.”

“Bul yau're not goilng to stay here;
you're going to show grit, though you
can’t do it with a red nose.”

“And no boats.”

“There's mine,” gaid Jim Evans.

Nita jumped. If there was a boat bet-
ter than the Brownle it was Jim's Swan.

She ciasped Ler hands, but looked at
him in doubt.

Jm nodded, and pointed to where the
pretty thing lay hugging the shore.

“l wouldn't trust her to every one,”
he =aid, ‘but T won't see you done out

{ of this race. Perhaps the water will

belp it he added, pSinting to the of-
fending nose,

Al
Nita laughed as she ran down to the

1| shore., There she made a sponge of her

handkerchlef and dabbed and dabbed
until Jim announced that the nose had
fuded to the palest pink. '

“Now," he =said, “step in and pull off.
I'tl bet on the Swan against a dozen
Brownles," and not walting to be thanked
he strode away into the woods.

They were lining up for the start just
as Nita came in sight, flushed and hap-
py. A moment after she had taken hen
place, the word was glven, and the boats

darted out llke slender, skimming birds.

The lake was smooth and clear; there
was not even a wind to pull against,
and the Bwan scon outstripped even
the fleet Brownle. Adelalde looked hot
and angry as Nita passed her on the
Lhome stretch.

“I thought you were out of the race,”
she callad.

“I thought so, too,” Nita called back
as the Swan shot ahead.

As she touched goal a shout went up,
and a few minutes .later the SBwan glid-
1 Into midstrean floating a blue and
silver pennant of victory, while the other

7 | boats crowded around to admire and con-

gratulate,

Adelaide rowed to the dock in a very
had humor.

“Any one could win a race with a

| oat like the Swan. I don't think Nia

deserves &0 much credit,” she declared

| as she sank breathless Into a hgmmock.
“I do.,”” sald Mrs. Powwell quietly, for

she was proud of her little daughter in
more ways than ona,
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own heart turned to the elevator boy, and
n thought how lonely he would be
t a little girl to say ""Good morn-
» lm each day.

1 time of parting came Ellza-
h was very sad indeed.
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A LOST CHILD.

Nobudy ever called this tiny child Beth,
She was such a sol-
emn lhittle creature that Elizabeth, though

watering place,

for the eum-
Meanwhile Elizabeth had been hav-

time, for she was very
‘ery one, from

She felt that |
leave her elevator
I'mmn afrald she

littls bit when he shook hands with her.

But she never forgot him, and after they
left the hotel she often spoke of him to

the cook's Ilttle girl

It is very nice, if one Is In a large
boarding house, to know the cook's little
girl. “The acqua:'ntanceship brought Eliz-
a mouthful, suited her best. Bhe |abeth many cutside treats in the kilchen,
and here. too, she made friends as she

did in the hotel.

One afternoon KElizabeth was missing;
s0 was the cook’s llttle girl. They were
rot to be found upon the premises, and
soon the alarm spread from house to
house along the street. Elizabeth's nurse
| was frantic; she had gone Indoors to get
a glass of water, leaving Elizabeth lean-

Ing over the raillng of the low veranda,

talkilng to the cook's little girl. When
ehe came back both children had disap-
peared as completely as if the earth had

swallowed them up.

All the afternoon they hunted, golng

from house to house, from store to store.

Mr. Eldridge roused the little town, send-
Ing scouts in all directlons. Many things
might have happened; they might have
fallen In the lake, they might have been
run over, or, worst of all, they might
| have been carried off by one of the small

' hands of gypsies Infesting the region and |

neld for ransom. Mr. and Mrs. !-‘.1-!1'ldge'

But the nurse, who stood wringing hm'l
hands, stopped suddenly, for she had an|
idea. She ran out of the house straight |
across the velvety common to the hotel|
from which they had moved only a few |
iays before. She was quite out of '|-r-'-sl.h'i
when she reached the elevator, m aning
to ring and question the boy. But there
was nn need, for there, seated side by

"Please, nurse, let me stay for one merrel
time? George has taken us up and down
seventeen times and we've had such fun.”

“You're to eome home at once, You

naughty child! To think of the state we've
been in!”' exclaimed nurse. |
Elizabeth never eoidd understand why
she was kissed and cuddled and scolded |
In the same breath. Fut the cook's little |
girl understood perfectly after the mourn-
ing parent had unfolded her arms and ad- |

FABLES OF TOYLAND.

. The Discontented Balloon.
BY W. L. LARNED.

From that great wondrous world be-
vond cone's own home cama the Balloon;
he was quite puffed up, extremely self-
possessed and spoke at great length of his
past career, when for days he had traveled
with the Blggest Show on Earth

By nature he was one of those toys
who “know It all’” and the,other toys lib-
erally detested him because of his many
mean tralts,

“I'm tired of this slow existence,” he
sald, complainingly, as he sat on the edge
of an upstairs window, “you people
weary me with your willingness to accept
things as they are; I llke to be on the
jump continually, and sooner or later I
Intend to escape from this nest of drones
and seek more congenial guarters.”’

The opportunity uvp-esented itself not
long afterward. for a summer breeze,
romplng through the house, carried him
pell mell out of the window.

All the bouys gathered at the sill and
watched him as he sailed proudly over
the lawn, to settla eventually on the |
green grass, where warm sunshine bright-
ened everything and birds quarreled
amnong the Hlac bushe=

“Oh, see,” cried the Rag Doll, “I wish
I were Mr. Balloon, he {s free to go as he
pleases."”

“And how I should llke to fly over
the roof tops!"” exclalmed the Rag Ele-
phant, whose remark was extremely com-
lcal considering his ungalnly shape.

Although they cordially disliked the
pompous Mr. Balloon, they envied him
his power to navigate through space, and
hung over the window sill in an Inter-
<sted half circle, looking down on the
ga-den with its many natural brauties.

People like Mr. Balloon, however, are
zeldom satisfled, although often puffed
up with thelr own importance. No soon-
«r Md he settle comfortably on the lawn
than he was fretful again, and walted
until another breeze stirred among the
leaves. Then he balanced.himself on his
slender legs and went bouncing across
the grass to a narrow path girdled by
shells.

“These ugly old gardens tire me so,"”
he muttered to himself with peevish dis-
dain. "I want to join tha eclrcus once
more, or go to some place that Is not
frelghted with leaves that are never still‘
and crickets that chirp one’s sleep away.’

Just over the walk grew the Rose Sis-
ters. There were fully twenty of them
and all just as pretty as could be with
pilnk cheeks, and ruby lips, and long
green cloaks that suited their style of
beauty to perfection.

“Now if I could only spend a while
there,” grumbled Mr. Balloon. *I dislike
chattering girls, but it Is only one step
further toward eclvilization.” =

A good—or bad-—-falry seemsd to ses

Carried Him Pell Mell From the
Window.

that all of his wishes wers granted in
order that he might learn his lesson, for
up cama the wind agaln, tickling Mr. Bal-
loon In the ribs; and once more he
skimmed the lawn, to land right in the

midst of a maz> of bushes where the Rose
Sisters were ho'ding a pink tea.

“Oh!” they cried in ang : and rescnt-
ment. “A horrd., fat. eld riyv man dar:s
to Intrude upon our privacy.”” And vent-
ing their wrath in many angry words,
thew set about seratehing his eyves out.

Now we all know that Mr. Balloon
was not bhullt for this sort of Lreatment.
n a trice the thoras pierced his sldes,

Bet to Scratching His Eyes Out.

and he pank to the ground, completely
wilted and a sad picture to gaze upon.

Moral—Content is one of the swest-
est of virtues. Do not envy a roling
stone, for he may bump up against the
proverbial crusher.

COTTON.

This product Ig called the king of the
southern states, because it i3 o impor-
tant an item in that section of the coun-
try. Amerlean cotton constitutes the
great part of the world's supply. In
Indla and China this plant has iLeen cul-
tivated for ages, and history points to
India as the first seat of manufacture.
The people had a gin to separate the
seed from the fiber, also a very clumsy
wheel, the Toreruner of the wheels our
great grandmothers used,

The soil of a cotton country is pre-
pared for the-reception of seed by plow-
ing during the winter months. The sow-
ing takes place In March, April and
May, according to countries.and locall-
ties. Great care must be taken to aveld
the exposure of the young plants to the
late frosts, which are fatal. It ig neced-
sary sometimes to replant the whole
fleld. Gr.at care and labor are required
in the fields until the picking season,
which commences in the latter part of
July and lasts until the frost klills the
plant.

The picking season is a busy time on
a cotton plantation. Everybody turns
in—men, women and children, even the
toddling tots—for the quality of the
crop depends on {ts being quickly
gathered after the bolls have opened.
Should it be left on the plant long after
opening it 1s liable to be Injured by the
heat of the sun, which overdries it; or
by the ralns, which stain it; or by the
winds, which load it with sand or dust
and dirt.

Each' picker is provided with a bag
tied around hils body, and a large bas-
ket which he leaves at the end of the
section allotted to him., He puts the
cotton in hig bag as fast as he plcks
it. When he reaches the end of his seec-
tion he empties the contents of his bag
into the basket, and stares again. Plck-
ing requires expertness and skill; the
picker has to selze with the flrst effort
the whole of the cotton of each boll,
taking care to bring it out quite free.
The average amount picked by each
laborer is abhout a hundred pounds a
day, though many go over that amount.

It seems <'~unge that, up to the pres-
ent tnne, achine has been Invented
for gathei. g the crop. Beveral at-
tempts have been made, but have
proved unsuccessful. Ths southern cot-
ton flelds present a qualnt and pretty
picture of the pickers, old and young,
bending from morning till night over
their work, the midsummer alr stirring
softly as a crooning accompaniment to
their toll.

A SILVER WEDDING.

Bald the Fork to the Knife,
A Toes & blade.
tho you're a dashing young
You've t of steel,
Yet I cannot but feel
At your side just a trifie afrald.”

“Lack-a-day!"" sald the Enife,
“If you'll not be my wife,
A mate 1 must seek very soom,
For working alone
Is not ‘easy, I own;
I think I'll propose to the Spoon."

““What! That pudgy fat soul,
With a face like a bowl?""
Sald the Fork, in satirical volce,
*'Tia needed in life,
When selecting a wife,
To be circumspect In one’s choice,™

“Now the sugar t seem
A most excellent scheme,
A helpmate “twould be at my side.
0Of course, there's a spring,
As of youth, In that thing—"*'
*‘Buit yourself, sir,"” the lady replied.

But the Knife whispered low,
*It cannot be S0,
There is only one end to my fate.™
And so they were wed,
In & water cress bed,
On the flowery edge of a plate.
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“By ERNEST SCHUYLER.
The old barn had been tightly locked

and guarded for nearly a wesk, and no|
|boys but a few of Bud's most SL"T"'I."t]
| friends were allowed to venture In, It|
was rather hard on the others, to be sure, |
for the Crowe barn had long been the|

playground for all the boys in the village,

I.lmi‘. the “hatching grounds' of many wild
| schemes of which mothers and fathers
| did not always approve. When you saw a !
half dozen boys sauntering Into the Crowe !
barn of an afternoon you could be quite |
| certain there was some surprises afoot.

Bud, of course, had the right to do as he
p'eased, for the old barm belonged to his

I’ grandfatber; nevertheless the boys who
| werae left out of the secret on this ocea-
| s'on felt aggrieved, more than aggrleved;

they felt insulted bacaftise Bud had put a
padlock on the sliding door. The other
door was bolted from inside,

Flunk Wheaealer,

But the growls dld not dlsturb Bud. He
only laughed and said, patronizingly,
“You'll know In time. Why don’t you play
n your own barn?"

The trouble with that suggestion was
that the three liveliest boys In town were
in Bud's confidence, and spent the after-
noons securely locked in the barn.

Plunk Wheeler couldn’'t forget the in-
sult, and he becams madder and madder
at Bud every time he thought of it
Finally he and two other boys put their
heads together for the purpose of re-
venge, and one night when the moon was
Just up enough to help them with a little
light, Plunk and his pals stole quietly
out of their respective houses and met
beside the big haystack in the fleld back
of the Crowe barn.

"“Are you going to pick the lock?" asked
Jim Baylis.

“Nope,"” answered Plunk mysteriously.
“Kid Wallace Is going to get the key and
unlock the padlock.”

“I guess ['m not, then,'" sald Kid Wal-
lace, a lanky, loose-jointed boy. “You
can do your own dirty work."

“Well- If vou're afraid,” =ald Plunk
shortly, “I'll do it myself. Come on and

<1'm going to find it.”

“But,"” began John, “lsn’t It like bur-
gling?’

“Not a bit,”” laughed Plunk. “01d
Grandfather Crowe told my dad last time
he was over that he liked to see the boys
have a good time in the old barn, and
wanted me to come whenever I felt like
It. And I feel like it now,” added Plunk.
“If Bud locks up the barn, the only thing
I can do is to unlockgit to get in properly.
Good-bye. 1'll get the key, and you fel-
lows walt here for me."”

Plunk was on the boys' shoulders as
he spoke, and he sprang to the sill and
Inside before they could answer his argu-
ments.

They stood there and talked In whispers
for a minute. The barn was as silent as
a graveyard.

“Guess he'll have some trouble to find
the key,” esald Jim. "I wonder why Le
don't think to opan the small door from
the inside. That's what I'd— Jim stop-
ped short, for just at that moment a most
tarrific noise and scuffling was heard in
the barn, and a terrified howl from
Plunk.

“Je-rushy!" exclaimed the Kid, *'wnat-
ever can be the matter? Something's got
him, sure!"”

“You're lighter than T am,” whispered
Jim. “Stand on my shoulders and see
If you can see anything in the window.”

Up scrambled the Kid, but he could see
nothing in the darkness., He stretched
lils head far over the sill in an effort to
see, and just then, bang! the small door,
unbolted from the Inside, shot open, and
out rushed Plunk llke a streak of greased
lightning. He wasn't alone. Close on
lis heels followed another flgure, big
and burly, and wild looking. Around the
corner of the barn Plunk dashed madly,
the black fizure after him.

Jim had seen more of this part of the

erformance than the Kid had, and when,

alf a minute later, Plunk appeared at
the other end of the barn, rushing lke
mad, Jim, calling to the Kid to “hold
fast,” slipped from under him and ran,
t The Kid hung by his hands from the
high window, and the boy's pursuer, who-
ever he was, stopped a second at the
strange sight, and then chased on agaln
after Plunk.

Up and down and round about the harn
they ran, Plunk dodging tili he felt his
heart pounding as if it would break loose
from his body. But still his pursuer was
merciless. Close at his heels he was, and
in & minute Plunk stubbed his toe and
fell. That minute he thought was his last,
but it wasn't. Something warm and hairy
fell on top of him, then lifted him vupright
and held him close. Then a blow de-
scended on his neck, and as he hit out
wildly, another blow met his face.

Then he heard, in between the blows, &
sound of laughter. Jim, who was too
frightened to help, also heard the laugh-
ter, and turning saw three figures seated
on the fence. And the one who was laugh-
ing loudest was Bud Crowe.

In a minute Bud called out, *““Timel"”
and as if by magic Plunk's captor re-
leased his p, and Plunk was free, dazed
and breathless.

“Bay, you fellows,” called Bud, *I1
should think you'd be tired—specially the
Kld, who looks as If he were tied In three
bowknots up in that window. Come Into
the kitchen and rest. Mother made some
fresh gingerbread today, and we've got
some dandy apples—and I may as well
introduce you to my friend.”

Into the kitchen they flled, Plunk limp-
ing sadly and the Kid stretching out his

burly brown bear blinking in the light.

of ruined my surprise, but I guess maybe
you surprised yourself about as much.
Bob, shake hands with the boys.”

Bob solemnly shook hands all around.
““We've been giving him boxing lessons
since he came,” continued Bud, *“and
we're golng to have an exhibition. Now
promise you won't tell about him, and

scare.”

Plunk was only too read agre
these terms. e G

THE .AMIABLE_ CASSOWARY.

Mr, Cassowary now has & home In
Bronx Park, where he and Mrs. Casso-
wary enjoy life and love in a cottage and
take dally exerclse ir their front yard.
Mr. Cassowary, however, Is not a native
American. He and his ancestors have al-
ways lived In the islands of the Malay
archipelago, especiilly the Moluccas and
the Isle of Papus. While Mr. Cassowary
does not entirely approve of American
ways, he seems to be trying to cultivate
& cheerful and amiable spirit under all
conditions.

Mr. Cassowary Is rot handsome. He has
ra.lhet.' short thick legs, a body like a very
big black sheep with long wool, for his
feathers resemble long smooth strips of
wool as much as anything, He has no
tail feathers, and his wWings are very
small. He has a long neck, and his head
is really gulte handsome. His eves are
big, brown and sparkling, his nose is
sharp, and on his head he wears an lm-~
pressive horny crest. He also wears a
handsome necklace of red ard blue bead-
{.lkle wattles, and he seems very proud of

119,

The othér day as we were passing b
his front yard he seemed In an es[.\ec‘!anz
gay and festive mood, and he danced
about with a step that would have won
him a prize fn any cakewa'k. He posed
on one leg, and executed a Highland fiing,
and then went gayly dancing across the
yard and back again in high glee. A fam-
ily of peacocks occupy the cottaze
next to the Cassowarys, and while Mr.
Cassowary was dancing so merrily one
of the young peacocks lifted his volce and
sang a dirge. 1If you have ever heard a
peacock sing, you will wonder that it did
not take all the spirit out of Mr. Casso-

wary. But it didn’t. Hen‘lva one bright
nd scornful glance at Mr. Peacock and

went on danclng ously as ever.

“Just as If we were thleves!" growled |

b.oom. me up to the feadroom window.
There's another key to that padlock, and

long 1imbs, The lamp was lighted, and to
Plunk’'s great amazement, there stood a

“Boys," sald Bud solemnly, “let me pre-

sent you to Prof. Bob Bruin, who came
last week with Uncle Ben. You have sort

we'll promise not to let on about your

-

BY R. W. WOOD.

The Pecan.

ew can

Tell the

Very

ad | ITTLE WOMEN

A SURPRISE PARTY.  |HOW TO TELL THE BIRDS FROM THE FLOWERS

(Coprright, 1907, Iy Paul Elder & Co.)

The Toucan.

Toucan

From ThePecan —
~Here’s a new plan:

“To Yake theToucan from theTree,

Requires im-mense agil-i-Tee,

‘While any one can pick with ease

The Pecans {romThe Pecan frees:

I1’s such an easy thing to do,

THE IMPERTINENT PARROT.

BY J. DREW,

Ethel Grayson seemed to have been born
In fairyland, and yet shhe was not a fairy.
She was just a little girl who had her
times of being sleepy, and hungry, and
tired, and cross, and happy, and sweel-
tempered and gay, just llke the rest of us.
But it seemed as If she had only to wish,
and presto! there was the thing she wish-
ed for right before her.

She lived in a very beautiful, blg house
with a nursery, a bedroom and a cunning
bathroom all her own, and she had a very
handsome young papa and a very pretty
young mamma, whose only child she was,
and who delighted to give her the very

littlest or the very biggest thing she could

want. .
She had a beaut!ful dollhouse of twelve

rooms, each room beautifully furnished,

so that she could turn the lights off and
on with a littla button. She had a pony
and a pony cart, of course, and she often
went driving. She had a beautiful Angora
eat, white as snow, that she called Fairy.
Fairy had beautiful big eyes that, glowed
in the dark like brilliant red rubies, and
Fairy loved her little mistress very L!E'al.‘-
ly. If Ethel went away for a vigit Falry
won'ld mourn for her, and could hardly be
persuaded to eat until Ethel had come
home agaln. Besides Falry, Ethel had a
dear little black and tan terrier called
‘Imp. Imp was a very aristocratic little
fellow. He had a little velvet overcoat
and several palirs of little round kid shoes,
In his overcoat was a tiny pocket, and
in the pocket he always carrled a tiny
white handkerchief. He could reach his
pocket with hls nose, and when Ethel
went away he had been taught to wave
the pocket handkerchief to her, holding it
daintily between his teeth.

Imp and Fairy sometimes were a little
jealous of each other, but Falry was so
beautiful that Imp could not be angry
with her very long, especially as Ethel
tried to treat one just as well as the
other.

Then thers was Betsy Bobbett, a beau-
tiful Beston terrier, with a velvety,
wrinkled nose, who was very kind,
though somewhat patronizing to both Imp
and Fairy. Ethel had beautiful times
with her playthings in the nursery, and
still more beautiful times with the dogs
and the cat out on the lawn.

They were all very happy together wn-
til one day a wish popped into Ethel's
head, and before she had time to think it
over it popped out of her mouth, and
then she knew that what she wished for
would happen to her, for her handsome
young papa had heard the queer wish
when it popped out of her mouth.

“] wish, I wish,” she had sald, “that
I had & playmate or a pn.ythlng that
could talk. Of course, there's my musi-
cal doll, but she always sings the same
old things. Now, if I had a parrot, I
could teach it new things.”

Three days later there came to Ethel a
gorgeous green and gold parrot in a big

n cage.
gr?:ihel ni"aa go dellghted that she forgot
for the moment all about Fairy and

Imp, and Betsy Bobbett, and all of her
other playthings. ,

“0Oh, Polly, Polly,” she cried, “I'm so
glad to see you. I hope you wlll be
happy herc and love me a lot.”

Polly Jooked at her a minute diedaln-
fully. “Aw, go on,'” she sald in a harsh
volce. ‘Polly wants-a cracker.”

Ethel laughed and clapped her hands.
Polly lookea at her solemnly and then
began to laugh, too, in a very gruff, serl-
ous way—'Ha, ha, ha!”

Just at this moment Falry came in
search of her mistress. She gave a gentle
lttle “Mew' at the door of the nursery
and then she came through the open
door. When she saw the gorgeous bhird
her back went up into a sharp morntain
and her beautiful, Auffy tall grew bigger
and much more fluffy, and her eyes
gleamed.

Polly saw her and began to ecold
dreadfully. *0ld cat! Old cat! OIld ca!"”
ghe sputtered so fast that her words got
a'l twisted up.

Falrv—dalnty, refined Fairy—was so an-
gry that she forgot all her manners, and
ghe actualls spit at the handsome bird,

“Why, Falry,” sald FEthel. reproach-
fully, “you must not treat Po’ly that way.
She has just come tn live with us. and
I want yvou te make her feel at home.'

Just ther Imp ecame running In, fol-
low~d hy Brtsy Bobhett. The twn does
gpled the blrd aAand they were so aston-
fshed that they both sat down on thelr
haunchea and howled. Then Fairy mewed
and Pnlly scolded, and there was such
a hedlam that Ethel eoad not hoar her-
ealf think. “Oh, T wish vou'd all keep
et{ll,"”” ghe erled. But for once her wish
A¥dn't eome true. Final'y she ran to the
dnor and called the dogs by name, apgd
rehictantly they follow~d her ont. Then

| Walry eame running after, and Fthel took

ttem all out of doors and shut them
ont, “T do telleve they are every one of
them J{+a'nns of her' she rald, as she

with Poliy,

Polly was angrlly barking llke a dog
when Fthe' eume in, but when she saw
BEthe! she sulwelded into a sullen sllence
and did nct spesk or make a sound all
the rest of tne day.

In a few weeks Polly hegan to feel vory
much at home. She scolded the dogs and
tha cat, the servants, and even FEthe!
and her father and mother. She was al-
ways ta'king about herself.

“Mamma " sald Bthed ane day, I don't
helileve Polly has ever heen to'd that It
'sn't polite to talk about herself.”

“T don't belleve she has, dear,” sald

her mother; “‘su e you t »
por Tt ppose you try to teach

Bthel aid try, but all Polly sald was

Thal even the Toucan he can too.

and all the rooms lighted with electricity, |

hurrted vpstairs to get better acquainted |

"Polly won't! Polly won't! Polly won'ti{"
Just as fast as she could say It.

There was another thing about Polly
that Ethel noticed. Polly learned in a
minute all the bad things that Ethel
s:}id. ahd didn't care anything about the
nice things. If Ethel said, '*'I won't,”
Polly repeated it over and over after
her time after time. If Ethel ever was
angry and scolded, Polly mocked her
until Ethel was so ashamed she would
run far, far away from the sound of
Polly's mocking wvolce. Once ghe heard
Ethel call nurse & “mean old thing"
and after that Polly always called nurse
“Mean old thing."”

FPolly learned to sing. Her favorite song
was “Yankee Doodle.”” One day she was
out on the piazza, and an Itallan, who
had been doing some work about the
place, went by, Polly had been singing
“Yankee Doodle,” and when she got to
the llne, ""And called it macaroni,’” she
sang it through and repeated “macaroni’
many times at the top of her voles, The
Italian heard her, and thought sfhe was
calling him names, for the rude boys on
the streets often shouted “macaroni'” after
hfm. He was very angry, indeed, and
stopped and began to scold, but Polly still
kept on with her saucy “macaron!” until
the Italian was gone.

Fairy and Imp and Betsy Bobbett never
grew to llke Polly, nor she to like them,
Ethel did all she could to make them
friendly, but she never suceeeded. One
day a little cripple boy came to visit, and
Polly seemed to take a great fancy to him.
She talked prettiest to him, and sang all
her songs, and he was so delighted with
her that Ethel gave her to him to take
home.

JOHNNY KNEW.

The class was reciting, and 1'tile Johne
ny Fellows was the last one on the line,
Teacher started with the head and asked
what was the feminine of “hero.”

Number One shook her head. It passed
to Two. She missed it; so did Three. As
It came nearer and nearer to Johnny he
became very much excited, apparently
knowing the answer, and waved his hand
frantically.

“*Well, Johnny,"” sald the teacher at las
“‘everybody has missed; now can you tel
me the feminine of hero?’

“Shero!"”” shouted Johnny, exultantly.

TURN THE EDGES IN.

Dear lttle girl, If you would sew,
Have near each needful thing;

Your needle, thimble, scissors, thread,
Your buttons on a string.

Prepare your work with greatest care,
'Tis hest ere yon beglo,

And if you find the seams are rough,
Just turn the edges In,

Dear little girl, If you would grow
Like flowers In the spring,

Have near the tiny thoughtful deeds
That early sunshines bring;

Sweet temper, patience, love and trush
The race will surely win;

Apd If good resolutlons fray,
Just turn the edges In.

DIAGONAL,

1. A consopant In “‘seven.”” 2. To tell. B8,
Not on time. 4. Ten hundred. 5, A poverelgn,
6. A reptile. T, Prompt. 8. To hallow, ﬂ;
whole 1s a day of the week.

. RIDDLE.
I'm always found in nature, and always in a

ok
So when vour friends take me you'll kuow where
to look.

WORD SQUARE.
1. Part of a ship. 2 A cofifederate, &
Slide. 4. A stamp.

POSTMAN'S BAG,

i. A part of a stove logt a letter and hecame
an opening. 2. A put lost a letter aud became
a graln, 8. A part of the head lost two leiters
and became a receptacle.

HIDDEN BIRDS
1. You do not do very well ln your grammae
(iroce. 2. I shall have to borrow Lucy's -:ru:
{-Iﬂlln today. 3. The king lets Lis people rule
1im,

BEHEADINGS.,

Behead: 1. To chatter and leave to valuey
again and leave devoured. 2 To close and leave
a hovel. 3. To cut off and leave to listeng
agiain and leave a part of the head.

POSTMAN'S BAG,
1. Month-moth. 2. Harp-bap. 8 Swage-sag

HIDDEN BIRDS.
1. Wren. 2. Thrush. 8. Robin,

BEHEADINGS,
1. Brace-race-ace. 2. Draw.raw, 8. Shave-have,
PIED PROVERB,
*Ap the twig Is Lent the tree 18 Inclined,"™
RIITMING ENIGMA.
Candy

WORD SQUARE.
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